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- Or, Why the Hearth Loses Its Lustre.
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W. Currie

of excrescences,

BARTON Vi CURRIE
shoulders aching for a soft coat.

must respond,

No. 1=She’sithe Wife That Is Entlrely Too Loving,

LTHOUGH no

A wed, for the normal man the honeymoon should

end in the eixth month. Toward the end of the
sixth moon the wite should realize that she has mar-
ried a man and not a Teddy bear.
softest hands in the world and the largest and silkiest
ears, but after they have been pawed over something
Itke forty weeks they begin to wear the tactlle quelities

fixed rules may apply ror the newly-

Hubby may have the

The Too Loving Wife néver realizes this. When
the Life of Her Life comes home it never dawns upon
her that his feet are groaning for his slippers ahd his

8he needs must fold him in her-arms with a Sophie Brandt caress. He

Her eyes will swim the honeymoon stroke, and #f hia lack the merest
muance of the demanded love-lustre all bets are off for that evening. |
‘Whom has he met? Where has he stopped in the course of that thirty- Me and the World Is Mine” when you'va gor

8

T~

waking camera of her heart?

i Broadway
Mythology

|
The Judgmentof Paris Is
Repeated 1n Front of an
Apple Cart, and Venus,
as in the Olden Days, |
Wins the Apple.

By Ann Evans,

¢
UNO, Quen of the Gods; Minerva,

J Goddesa of Wisdom, and Venus,
Goddess of Love, vied for the golden
“Apple of Discord,'' insoribed '"To the
Most Beautiful.” Paris was the judge.
lJuno offered power, Minerva fame and

Verus Love, Venus won
o

HE thres were
salling down
upper Broad-

way,

Juno, magnifioent
Imatron, had the
rall, Her glory wana
augmented by a new
crop of diamonds
and even added
Bl hride, the results of
a suocceseful secson
“on the road."” Tha
Queen of the Gods
etil] loves the lime-

ANN EVANG
ght, but now she was ready for two
.nonths to rest and keep an eye on
Jupiter, who still needed It.

Minerva, i{n ths middle, mazed pro-
fourjily at a oloud polsed over Colum-
e Collags, and tried to solve by
titgonometry the problem of paying
gor graduation hats and dresses and
having something left for vacation.

Venus, carefres, radlant Goddess of
Pternal Youth, love and laughter, just
wasn't anything but beautiful-and hap-
py—but that s enough, Isn't 1t? Juno
might stand for pride and glory, Min-
erva for the triumph of bralns, Venus's
was the kingdom of hearts (freely
given, without rhyme or reason, for
fove's sake,

Jung glanced at the fluffy-browed, af-
fervesoent young goddess jealously.

“Ten't she a wonder?’ she asked
Minerva. "Swings along, and doesn't
oare whethsr a man ever looks at her!
Yenus, I don't belleve you'd give a
doMar for the love of the last man on
e~ a” '

Jr an hour's thought for a univer-

Aty dewres,” Interjected Minerva. '"But
¢he'd turn heads, professors and M,
1 they’d beg her to take it as a
var”

Ahe nonchalant one rippled owt a
golden 'ough.

“Nog 1!" she replled “I wouldn't
gve tha topmost apple on that push-

elrt for all the manly hearts fa the
nge.”
¢ ‘''dago" vpropeller of the cart

flashed his black Calabrian eyes on the
tylo of happy beautles: A moment of|
deep Judiclal calm held him, Then

When He Comes Home.

glx seconds he is late? Doesn't he know that every breathing minute of
the day her heart has beat for but him; that his picture nestled in the ever

) paniong of the days before blas was

the ripple of golden laughter ran into
his Llood, and, with an ecstatic chuckle |
and a Caruroesque chorus of “Dellzlg.
aima!" he grabbod the topmost appls
of the pile, drew his flamboyant ban-
danpa from its dangling place In his

Has ha met any of those coarse com-

#pelled In CAPS! Has mot she fore-
sworn Sgdy, that red-haired Httle filrt
with the green eyes? And Emma, and
Jennle, and Mae, and all the othera’
who had once called him "8id4" with
that suspiclous Infleotion! He had filled
that blank in her life and 8o le must
cast off Jack, Jim, Patsy and the rest

‘Darling,’” he gaeps faintly, 'Ys din-
ner ready?’

8he shuddars a reproach. To speak of
dinner, wnd he has not called her 'Fis
Trixy," "His Little Blue-Eyed Com-
flower,” ‘'his, his, his''—thersat the
waterworks begin to flow,

Dinner cooleth, Maggie, the hired
elrl, champeth in the kitchen. Ardhi-
bald's brutish mind frames tha phrase,
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No. I.—Those Gentlemen Jockeys: What's

The r icea?

neetings of the
Jteepladhase

tle-winkle coats and
spurs, putting the

and gulches and th

CLRRENCE L CULLEN

(quet,

teen malla under the surcingle to ses thesa moneyed
Mister riders getting strewed all over the clean green |

grass by thelr mounts, aol rolled on ar

the platinum teeth and dragged around and jammed |

into the wings of the jumps and yanked

water hepy and landed on the top of prickly hdlgeu,
I'm not bambooing the
| question at the gluppers who drag plugs ovar hedges
for a llving—the ones that never get the Mister thing
chalked in front ol thelr monakers on the jock sonrd
over tha s..cks .« thelr end of It.

The tinng s, what for?

Riding er

thelr way of nudging by, They're ot

warrants for the laundry change, Bka the rest of the

ALKING about sulcldes In
T humid weather and that,
stuff, mayhe you've work-
w1l a Knot-hole at one of these
United Hunts

Assoclation,
means the Bank Wad Boys In pin

ners over the sticke and stones
me afternoon's peek at it. Sinca

then I've likedl the game of cro-
It was sadder than "Love

Awuthor of “Tales of Ex-Tanks,”

wet right al

That

gem-studded
thinber-top-

ings. I had

seven-

id ltteked In |

thiough tha

It's
with search

the box!

I was thore with & layout of inside question mark\'l Because, just as long as I've got a two-plastre
that made \Wu Tingfang look llke & muts, All of| ghinniaster in the kiak or anywhera In slght I'm
Ithe kale that he could convenlently carry in his din-oqing to be as busy flagging troubla as a one-armed
garees without turning turtle and rolling over on his carpet-beater with the shingles
back 1lke a wugglebug and fifteen milllon of those|ygek over heapdl-up brush and poddles and things
big milled silver frijoles in plain slght—and there | an't trouble all the way from canape to coffeo, thenl
he was astraddle of & dippy, wrong-headed thing with | [ 4on't know the @ifference ‘tween a slate pendall
and a searchlight on a tin roof, I
When 1 peered at these Mister hoys with bank |

.
——

bundles that
sledge—when
|stlltn that w
cee the pres

|]-:m'e to do
|a chance on
| The glugs
| blow smoke
man hands

them, Room
eats is only

ink his hat

bunch that are not born with buttons to push, and

the only way they know to try to get anything is to
| steer mayvhe-jumpers over things sticking out of the

greensward.

But why do the glugs that have already got (¢t In
jute-bag lots fall for that hopperino stuff?
Inclose dlagram of Flg, L I can't unwind 1t without

the drawings.
One of ghosa Mister riders that I saw

have the price of about fifteen million ein-buck pow-

tet watches some day, and even now,

due for the blg tear-off, he's got &0 much of the

buying duff spraddled around {n hls paj
moans and mutters (n his sleep becauge
gin to waft it in,

He can ride, too. He's pretty near as

jock that has got to do it for a l'ving.

| “Listening to the Wooz

a mane and four hard hoofs and only one ddea In its

conk, and ell this four-ho
Pleasa

i» going to |

before he's
greased over the Big Div
ams that he/

he can't be<| Shoaw me!

good a rider

got to do It to take off about two feet too far for-
ward or forgat to clear a board hv about an elghth
of an inch or gpraw! when he hits the other side, and | on tha quick cash-In right In tha presence of the au-
then the kttle Mister with all of the goodles lhnt'dlence,
wera pickied and preserveéll and put away for him
before he was bLorn ds just as llable as not to belanybody 1o ever tippytoe along and hand me anything
'ide before l) has tima to except a crab apple with a lot of old blowholes In It
| But if I was theres with the ochro papes like most

And all the time, instead of that stuft of these Mister riderd that are always groping around |
he could be up in a grand etand box listening to the for some new kind of a way to losa a fin or drop a
woozy walling of the flutes amd flageolets and nun-|wick or to get thelr skypieces dented up like a cor-
as some Gallagher of a sure-enough over-the-jumps reeling the winsome steagn into the ear of something|rugated zine roof, I guess maybe I wouldn't give 'em
winner-looking sittng alongside of him and plping a
But when 1 plped thir olean-looking young Mister 'the Inflald grass a-wimpling in the zenhvrs, Alewyn
bay parading his hopping poodle into tha fleld griss and maybe a foot-high flagon of the hiseky mn'borgor lolls out of the bundle,

ask if his cap's on straight.

y Walllng of the Flute”

ofer with the one ilea has|the rest of
perish from

on the back

liteltke

—

By Lilian Bell.

The Husband Who Frr-
gets Whatever Mauners
He Ever Had. |

ID you ever

"For Heaven's sake, kid, cast me lousa
and lat's Me us to the pork chops.
Time enough after supper for that big |
leather ohalr and the ‘honeybug’
ohemer,'

But his gentle, even duloet, hints fa|l
to take.

Night after night he meeats the same
overflow of honey,

He Must Respond,

Presently the sight of a tramp bum-
blehea makes him swing In the air
wildly, He gets to clreling the block
twice before he makes the leap into the
close c¢linch of the Too-Loving One.
Her vocabulary of pet names palls on
him,

What bliss if she'd only meet him
with a rolling pin or & stove lid! Thers
would be varlety to make the corpus-
cles leap llke a Yale pole-vaulier,
~ But, alas! 'Tls not to be. His respl-
rution s examined as #f she searched
for exotio germs. He darés not do this,
He fears to dp that. Clmax—an af-
finity who has cut her wisdom teeth,

rear pocket and, pollshing the fuit vig.
orously, held It toward Venus,

“Mlssa—make-g me glad. Hava da
ap'? sald the new Parls come to
pomonical Jjudgment,

In the same decisve, dellghtful way
In which the apple was awarded,
Venus accepted it

“Wihat did you say about an apple
and a man's heart?' Minerva asked,
quiszicully wise,

“Well, look at that!" exclaimed Juno,
“Another man's heart gone. SBomehow
or other, T wish It hadn't been an ap.
el exclalmed Juno, reminincently,
and she gave a little shudder,

Waa it for the old defeat,or for the
vanished centuries? -~ .

D

phrase ‘'‘company |
manners'" in {tself
implies that thetre !
was such a negll-
gee thing In exist.
ence as ‘“home
manners?"

Home manners
between  husband
and wife have, In
many {nstances,
come to be decld-
edly negliges man-
ners, and that|
word remands me
of Weber & Flelds's definitlon of It

“Negligee,' sald Flelds to Weber, "ls
the French for ‘negleoted.’ But you are
worse than neglected; you are forgot-
ten!"”

Forgotten manners certalnly obtaln in
many families. I know a man who has
delightful “company manners.'

stop to real-

iaa that the | [N
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The Shirt-Sleeves Manners of the Family

Me for the blue prints on that,

tha act of lo=ing trouhla and getting the real layout

ongside, and—- Bay, that 'd be me—in |

And If riding horse-

elght Eskimo dogs couldn't pull on & |
1 flashed 'em bouncing along over the
ay, I wondered what 1t 'ud look llke to'
dent of a trust company working in the

imnnel for one-cighty a day,
| And It's about a stand-off. Tha pinkle-winkles don't|

that riding thing, but neither does old

Fatteroff with the aoupon-elipping bola have to take

getting the tunnel bemds,
with the cerise farkets can elt down and
rings at the laca eurtaing from tha time

they fall out of tha chucks in the morning till t"m-!ri

‘em thelr nightle again. They've got the |

whola gag sewed up with a sallmakere needle and|
put away on lce, Nothing Tnhakes any differenca t.u}

rent 19 @ thing they hever heard of, 'l‘lm|
a case of what they feel like buttoning

for, not what they've got the junk to coma through
for. They'never heard of & down-and-outer having to |

brim.

All they've got to do is to llve and 101 and loaf|
and open the world up Hke a Baltimore dinge with |
an ovster knlfe,
lelub windows Inhaling sils out of Bohenuan glass-
ware, watching The llve ones flutter by and piping
And yet they |

The best thing they do |s to sit In

us on our way to work,
bo-koop ong-way If they can't cllmb up
s of these lepperinos angd take a chanoe

I'm not looking for

Imitation of IAttle-Jamie-Near-There In

‘WE'LL TAKE

THE SUBWAY

His Manners Are

we are out together he !s tha first to
gee that [ am th a draught, the first to
help me with my coat, the first to ren-
der me any of the little assistances
which make life 80 smooth when they
ara Ingrained, But his are not. His
wifs, when they ara at the theatre to-
gether, carries the opera glasses, folds
the programmes, struggles In and out
of her coat by hersel?, sits alone be-
tween acts, hands herself Into the street
car by main force, jumps off alona,
while, half the time, he walks a pace
ahead of her, instead of at her slda

He summons her by a gruff “Come

When on!" turns corners abruptly without tell. l

Not Home-Grown,

{ng her which way he intends to go, sig-
nals her with waves of his hand, so like
A brakeman flagging a frelght teain that
I often wonder what he was before he
got Into Wall street, He says, “We'll
take the Subway!" He never says,
“How shall we go, dear, elovated, sur-
face or Subway?® Not hel His mane
ners are not home-grown. They Are
home-stunted,

His wife suffers under such disre-

| gard, for she was more conelderatsly |

| treated 4n her father's house, but she
oan do nothing with him. When good
manners are not born {n one they are
never the genuine thing, for pollteness

00000000000000U00G000000000000K)
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lIndlcates the measures of your breed-
[ing. It fsn't just what you call 'man-
ners."”

“Politeness Is to do and eay
| The kindest thing in the kindest way!"
| I'd rather bring up a child on those
two lines than on the Golden Rule, I |
bélleve It would work better, more
oontinnounsly and brirg mors permanent
results,

You forget the Goldsn Rule sometimes
it somebody kioks your ankle bone In
{ the elevated, but truly good manners
will compel you to accept an apology
politely and graciously.

I know <ne man who has fairly good
| manners at home who will some day
get killed because of his Insolence and |
boorishness in publle. He, who s all |
courtesy to any onée he knows, and
kindness itselt to his friends, becomes

(elelelele (Yot o)s

—'
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All of Them More or Less Undesirable,

PSS A

By Nixola Greeley-Smith.
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No. 8—-The Husband That

Just Boards With His Wife,

ready?" says the Husband That Just

ping her
room to take hls

ful at least some
eclipsed the light

“Nothing,” he rejoins, shortly,

€6 T\ NNER
D Boards With His Wlife, dexterously sldestep-

fond caress and making for his bed-
collar off.

A little saddened by the matter of fact demeanor of
£ b the erstwhile Romeo who had vowed to her that Omar

e : Khayyam was & beast because he slghed for a loat of
; bread and a Jug of wine, she tralls after him along the
b hall of thelr bower of bliss,

“What's the matter, darllng?” she queations, hope=

mishap of the day has momentarily
of romance In her lord's eyes,
Then, suddenly, ag

a charger scenting the battle, a racehorse sulffing victory as the barrler
drops, his head lifts, hls eye lights and he asks, “Do I smell onion soup?”

The woman standing before him,

once the angel of his dreams, the end

of all his hopes, exists now only as minister extraordinary to his stomach.
Unless, to be sure, in the course of dressing he misses the etuds from his
clean shirt, and then she undergoes a lightning transformation to the only

other role In which he sees her, that
“Huh!" he growls, “No studs In

of incompetent valet.
this shirt!”

JONN, YOUR LOVE

THE
IS GROWING CoLD! B

l

NO, DEAR, BUT

wp s !

/lqor{/-

“Do | amell

“I'm so sorry, dear, I forgot, L

with His Wife does not recognize recl-
proelty,

His wife's evening tollet (s made be-
fore he arrives. As he goes out as soon

as he has been fed, he can be of no as-
slstance to her in dressing {f an (nvita-
tion to & theatre party has <ome to
brighten her accustomed gloom. Ln tlhe
morn' 7z he leaves after giving himselt
three more minutes for a third cup of
coffee and denying her three seconds
for a good-by kiss,

for one moment that he has rememberad
and is coming back, But no, he breaks
an all morning silence—of course, this

| a menace to hlinself and a danger to
strangers by his overbearing mnnner’
| to eervantd, clerks, stenographers,
stmeot  oar conductors, or to an)"
stranger who Jjostles him in a orowd |
|or Infringes upon his comfort in any
way. This man never reallzes that by
levery such act he advertises s
mother's lack of early tmining and !
that he oasts reflections upon his wite's
taste (n marrying him, {
| Manners tell more secrets concerning |

‘y*otnr origin that you fain would con-
*ceal trom the worid at large than any- |
Ithing else on earth,

My next talk will he on ""'I’ho B8hirt

Sleeves Manners of Father,

By George V. Hobart.
(“Hugh McHugh")

AR Bunch: 8o they've steered
you up agalnst a new oure
for your dyspepsia, eh?—but-
termie! [

And a great {dea, Bumch,

|

belleve me!
It osrtainly Is lucky to drink butter-

millk, N
Buttermilk is to the worn-out system

the same as a fat office s to = stout
politiclan,

A8 a thirst-splasher buttermlik i the)
one best Bot, but don't ever tell any!
one in Milwaukee that I made sudh a
statement,

Drink It, Bunch, every time you can,
because buttermille comes down to us
from the remotest ages with splendid
recommendations. 5

Every great man In history was a
buttermilk drinker, Bunch, |

Every great man who Is now spend-
Ing his time trying to get into history
{s & buttermilk drinker, Bunch.

Read hetween the lines In your his-
tory of anclent Rome and you wlill see
how buttermilk would have saved the
\ite of Julius Caesar If he hadn't hadi
such a weakness for hard clder.

“l am going to March's Cafe.”

Julius; "you don't need to walt lunch
for me, Calile.”

“‘But, Julius," whispered Calathum-

0000000000000000000

JOhn Henry’s Praise of Buttermilk
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with your loving Calathumpta?"

““Buttermilk!" sneerad Jullus; ‘‘such a
drink s only for mollyveoddles and pink
fingers. It doesn't make rich blood In
the veins like the hard cider I get at
'March's. Avaunt and raus mittim!"

“But please don't go to that cafe this
"morndng,” Calathumpia kept on plead-
fng. “Stay at home just this once and
, spread some of this delicdous duttermllk
[owr your thirst.'
|  “No buttermilk thls day for me,”
| answered Jullus. ‘U seek a vintage
Imore expensive and whloh tickies
| more as it goes down."

‘*The tides of March,"” whispered his
wife; ‘‘remember the tides of March!"
| "Would this be the first tids I ever
| ot from March?' Jullus whispered
baci,
! "“The tides of March, remamber,"”
| was her only answer; and away went
| Jullus to the cafe in the Forum, giv-
| Ing an imitation of Joa Weber whist-
{ling “'Girls! Girls!" from the burlesque
[ of the 'Merry Widow,” which was
Ithen running at the Amphitheatre,
l What happened in the Forum when
the loafers used Julius Caesar for a
pincushion everybody remembers.

And when Jullus dropped on the mar-
bla slab at the bass of the bar he
gasped out: “Darn the luck! Why

[pla; "why do you spend so much time  dldn't T fall for the butterm!lk which

“Where are you going?" Inquired Cal-'at Marsh's cafe In the Forum? It fsn't | stingeth not, nelther does it help peo-

athumpla, the wife of Julins Caecsar, as

he fastered the gold safety pin In his | Besides; there is always a bunch of |

toga and reached for Lis umbrella,
“I am going down to 'Rudolph

March's cafe In the Forum,” atswered 'the oool Stadium and drink duttermills

a good place for you to go, my dear.

loafers hanging around that joint, Why
don't you sit here at home with ma In

'pm to bite the dust?”

You don't find these exact words In
history, Bunch, bacause Juilus gasped
them In Latin, and Latin hates to get
itselt transinted

0000000.2.01000000000000000500000000)
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' ¥Away went Juiius whistling.”

Many other times in the ages past
| d1d buttermilk come to the surface, so

| “Whatcher

husband reads tha paper during break-
fast—to call oheerfully:
‘"“Whatcher going to have for dinner?"
Home for this husband 1s & boarding-
thoure. The only time he ever feels like
complimenting his wife Is when she has
tickled his palate with beefsteak and

'BYE! HAVE DINNER

ALL READY AT
Six !

)
¥

ﬁYLO'! -

to have fer

dinner?”

goin’

onfons and chocolate cake, Bright are

| | her eyes as starlight, mysterious as the

play of moon rays on a pool. A banner
of beauty I8 her unfurled hair; slim and
supple a8 a steel rapler {8 her body, A
wrazler of dlvine fire s her mouth. And
yet, what shall all these thing avall,
what shall §t profit her aven that tha
wisdom of all the serpants be colled In
her curls if she forgets that he llkes
lamb chops cooked with tha kidney or
that stuffed green peprers glve him a

pain?
The shortest wav to a man's heart ls
through his stomach, Is an axiom of tha

disillusioned. It
way out of a woman's love.
This I8 true of but few men, howevar,

L

wife, trying to take the shirt away f

“No, don't hother, I'll do it myself,” he retorts, fcily.

Why men expect thelr wives togalet for them [ have never been ahlg
to understand. Mutual service the bond of love undoubtedly {fmplies. “You
:hook my walst and I'll dry your safety razor,’ s the sub-conscious basis of
|the matrimonfal reciprocity treaty which meoans happiness,

' But the Husband That Just Boards = -

Mayhap he may'
linger on the stalrway, and she whoae
hunger for affection |8 only equalied byi
his passlon for fowl and greens hopes |

| his volce and sings as only

onlon soup?"’

et me do It, please,” says his peniteng
rom him,

e ———

~(d

|6 A~

Nobody Sings
But Bispham

i —

Everybody Flse in Tokee
| neke Park Stops Work
When He Warbles and
theVillage Is All Broken
Up Over It.

By Margaret H. Ayer:.

T isn't always
I an advantage

to have g
famous opera
singer and an echa
living  s0o  oclose
beside one. For
when the singew
singe the echo
carriss  his tones
around the counm
tryglde, and dee
moralizes worly
and commerce,

The owners of
Tokeneka Park,
Conn,, are still

gravely dlscussing tho situgtion, for #
frequently happens that the whola day*s.
work 18 upset by the voice of one Davi®
Bispham, who has taken a cottage omy
the Sound and who occasionally lifts up
he can singy!

“It would ha beautiful,’ sald Mr |
Devoe, the charming manager of the-
Tokeneka Inn, "it only his singing
wouldn't stop all work, Of course, I

alwavs go to tha door and lsten, and
s0 does everyhody The malds,
walters and cooks gather at the back

S8,

of the house and the entire household
ceases to move while he sings.'
Near Mr. Bispham's cottage a house

{s being budlt which should have beex
finlshed on the 1st of June, but ls stild
an unshingled wooden skeleton,

A group of workmen from sunny
llml:_v hover about and are incited
to more strenuous labor by an Irish
foreman Last Monday despite this
foreman’s efforts all work was poste

poned, while a baritons and tenor duaty
exquisitely sung, fasned from ths neghe
boring houss sud was echoed across

the water,

As the noon hour approached ths
workmen gathered In the back of tha
Blspham garden, whera they found the
reat of t illage already assemblod.

No Ca o Hall audlence could
have listenal more rapturously than

the inhabitants of Tokeneke as Davld
Bispham and George Hamlin rohearsed

{s also the nl\ortestffnr thelr autumn concerts. Song aften

song filled the alr. The entire vil.
lage of Tokeneke had stoppad werky

you may take It from me, Bunch, that| Most men would rather have an under- for two lhours, all luncheons were
'I! {s lucky to drink it dons steak than an overdone wife; a late, no mail was dellvered on time,
Yes, Bunch, and I'll glve you my eol- | hal{-baked potato than a half-baked expected packages, frult, meat and
emn word that buttermnllk will remove | prain : | vegotables dld not arcive until aftep
freckles. " | But the husband that just boards with “{\':'r‘.e" Bispham has engaged Fls oots
Catch the freckle just before golng| nis wife la not of them. It his meals . ou" ror the season. The problem Is
to bed and wrap the buttermilk|are kept up to the standard what does how will the work of the village go en
" anound I “..' he lack in life? while he alngs? - 7

e



